like a ripe fruit 
straight from the tree 


(a taste of possibility) 


how do we imagine what we've never seen 
a place the like that we have never been 


our eyes are blind from the experiencing 


but look to the birds and the waves of the sea 
the moon rising and the land as it breathes 


your heart and your mind and the space in-between 


and ask, what would it mean? 


to be free. 


